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Trotzki's car which came to fetch me was stopped by a
sentry a whole block away from the War Ministry. It
gave one just a small thrill, but nothing eventful happened.
Discussing the international situation that evening Trotzki
said:
" England is our only real and dangerous enemy."
" Not France ? " I asked.
" No. France is just a noisy hysterical woman, but England
—is altogether different."
One never knew what mood he would be in, whether senti-
mental, serious, moqueur, witty, or passionately political.
There were times when he liked to discuss poetry, the relative
merits of Shelley and Byron. He quoted Ruskin in French,
and wondered at my appreciation of Swinburne. He thought
I was too materialist to care for poetry ! (I a materialist!)
I said to him:
" One has one's dreams" And he corroborated with a
deep sigh:
" Yes, we all have our dreams."
I wondered about his. He said I should remain in Russia
and do some big work. I told him how I longed to, but that
my children dragged me back. I had had no news of them
since I left, " so I shall have to return, but Russia—with its
absence of hypocrisy—Russia with its big ideas—has spoilt
me for niy own world," I said.
" Ah, that is what you say now; but when you are away . * /'
he hesitated. Then suddenly turning on me with clenched
teeth and flashing eyes, he shook a threatening finger in my
face.
" If, when you get back, vous nous calomniez, as the rest
have, I tell you , „ . I will follow you to England, and , . .
I will ..."
He did not finish his threat.
I said: " I am glad you have told me how to get you to
England I"
He went on: " It is easy enough here to be blinded par les
saletts et les souffrances, and to see no further, but people forget
there is no birth without pain, and Russia is in the throes of
a great accouchement."

